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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

ANECDOTE OF THE JAR 

I placed a jar in Tennessee, 
And round it was, upon a hill. 
It made the slovenly wilderness 
Surround that hill. 

The wilderness rose up to it, 
And sprawled around, no longer wild. 
The jar was round upon the ground 
And tall and of a port in air. 

It took dominion everywhere. 
The jar was gray and bare. 
It did not give of bird or bush, 
Like nothing else in Tennessee. 

OF THE SURFACE OF THINGS 



In my room, the world is beyond my understanding; 
But when I walk I see that it consists of three or four hills 
and a cloud. 
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From my balcony, I survey the yellow air, 

Reading where I have written, 

"The spring is like a belle undressing." 
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The gold tree is blue. 

The singer has pulled his cloak over his head. 

The moon is in the folds of the cloak. 



THE CURTAINS IN THE HOUSE OF THE METAPHYSICIAN 

It comes about that the drifting of these curtains 

Is full of long motions; as the ponderous 

Deflations of distance; or as clouds 

Inseparable from their afternoons; 

Or the changing of light, the dropping 

Of the silence, wide sleep and solitude 

Of night, in which all motion 

Is beyond us, as the firmament, 

Up-rising and down-falling, bares 

The last largeness, bold to see. 



THE PLACE OF THE SOLITAIRES 

Let the place of the solitaires 

Be a place of perpetual undulation. 

Whether it be in mid-sea 

On the dark, green water-wheel, 

Or on the beaches, 

There must be no cessation 
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